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In Burma a year later I first saw my countrymen fight.
The ordinary day-to-day happenings of the Burma
and the Arakan fronts are not exciting enough to be
reproduced here. Unlike the battle for Stalingrad and
the blitz over London, where every moment was ex-
citing, there was perhaps not enough sustained dra-
matic action to report. In Burma the war was slow-
moving and long drawn out. It was the story of the tak-
ing of one hill-feature and the bombing of another. All
this can become monotonous after a time. As each day
ended in the jungle you remembered only that the sun
had beaten down all day and the dust had blown into
your eyes, nose and face. Then evening fell. A cool
breeze from the valley came towards you. Night crept
into the sky and spread its mantle over the Burmese
oberland. Sometimes the moon appeared in the sky.
Stars came to earth in the shape of fireflies. "The gor-
geous East," you sighed to yourself as you turned over
in your camp bed and your tired limbs ached. You
looked forward to nothing more than a night of rest,
for every morrow brought only another day of sweat
and dust.
But there was another story in Burma. It was a hu-
man story of men in a gruelling test of endurance. It
was a story of character, which proved to be one of the
important factors in the winning of the Burma war.
It was not an easy thing to live month after month
in those infested Burmese jungles, away from one's
home and one's people. It was not pleasant to go for
weeks without a bath in the dustiest of terrain. It was
not very enjoyable to eat Spam at mess almost every day
of the week and to eat dust on the road. At night, after
a hard and tiring day, it was not exactly restful to have
to battle with flies and mosquitoes and to sleep day